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"His reputation in the i920s & 1930s was as a hater of humanity or a man who 
goes into a cave like tarathustra and casts anathemas upon the world. 

But what he was rejecting was what America has become.- Crassly & vulgarly 
materialist, grotesquely swinish in its attitude towards all questions of moral 
worth & dignity & hierarchy. 

He represented if you like, a pure spirit: That we should live on the frontier, 
that we should be isolated in relation to nature. He wanted a smaller America, a 
more ecologically sufficient America, a more natural America & a more pagan 
America 11 

Jonathan Bowden. 
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The Bloody Sire 


It is not had. Let them play. 

Let the guns hark and the bombing-plane 
Speak his prodigious blasphemies. 

It is not bad, it is high time, 

Stark violence is still the sire of all the worlds values. 

What but the wolfs tooth whittled so fine 
The fleet limbs of the antelope? 

What but fear winged the birds, and hunger 
Jewelled with such eyes the great goshawk's head? 
Violence has been the sire of all the worlds values. 

Who would remember Helen's face 
Lacking the terrible halo of spears? 

Who formed Christ but Herod and Caesar, 

The cruel and bloody victories of Caesar? 

Violence, the bloody sire of all the world's values. 

Never weep, let them play, 

Old violence is not too old to beget new values. 



Shiva 


There is a hawk that is picking the birds out of our sky, 

She killed the pigeons of peace and security 

She has taken honesty and confidence from nations and men, 

She is hunting the lonely heron of liberty. 

She loads the arts with nonsense, she is very cunning 

Science with dreams and the state with powers to catch them at last. 

Nothing will escape her at last, flying nor running. 

This is the hawk that picks out the star's eyes. 

This is the only hunter that will ever catch the wild swan,- 
The prey she will take last is the wild white swan of the beauty 
Of things. 

Then she will be alone, pure destruction, achieved and supreme, 
Empty darkness under the death-tent wings. 

She will build a nest of the swan's bones and hatch a new brood, 
Hang new heavens with new birds, all be renewed. 



Life From The Lifeless 


Spirits and illusions have died, the naked mind lives 
In the beauty of inanimate things. 

Flowers wither, grass fades, trees wilt, the forest is burnt, 
The rock is not burnt. 

The deer starve, the winter birds die on their twigs 
And lie in the blue dawns in the snow. 

Men suffer want and become curiously ignoble,- 
As prosperity made them curiously vile. 

But look how noble the world is, the lonely-flowing waters, 
The secret-keeping stones, the flowing sky. 



Contemplation Of The Sword 

Reason will not decide at last, the sword will decide. 

The sword: an obsolete instrument of bronze or steel, 

Formerly used to kill men, 

But here in the sense of a symbol. 

The sword: that is-, the storms and counter-storms of 
General destruction,- 

Killing of men, destruction of all goods and materials-, 

Massacre, more or less intentional, of children and women, 

Destruction poured down from wings, the air made accomplice, 

The innocent air perverted into assassin and poisoner. 

The sword: that is-, treachery and cowardice, incredible 
Baseness, incredible courage, loyalties, insanities. 

The sword: weeping and despair, mass-enslavement, mass-torture, 
Frustration of all hopes that starred man's forehead. 

Tyranny for freedom, horror for happiness, famine for bread, 
Carrion for children. 

Reason will not decide at last, the sword will decide. 

Dear God, who are the whole splendor of things and the sacred 
Stars, but also the cruelty and greed, 

The treacheries and vileness, insanities and filth and anguish: 

Now that this thing comes near us again I am finding it hard 
To praise you with a whole heart. 

I know what pain is, but pain can shine. 



I know what death is, I have sometimes longed for it. 

But cruelty and slavery and degradation, pestilence, filth, 

The pitifulness of men like hurt little birds and animals . . . 

If you were only waves beating rock, the wind and the 

Iron-cored earth, with what a heart I could praise your beauty 
You will not repent, nor cancel life, nor free man from anguish 
For many ages to come. 

You are the one that tortures himself to discover himself 
I am one that watches you and discovers you, and praises 

You in little parables, idyl or tragedy, beautiful intolerable God. 
The sword: that is.- 

I have two sons whom I love. They are twins, 

They were horn in nineteen sixteen, which seemed to us 
A dark year of a great war, 

And they are now of the age that war prefers. 

The first-born is like his mother, he is so beautiful 
That persons I hardly know have stopped me on the street to 
Speak of the grave beauty of the boy's face. 

The second-born has strength for his beauty. 

When he strips for swimming the hero shoulders and wrestler 
Loins make him seem clothed. 

The sword: that is.- loathsome disfigurements, 

Blindness, mutilation, locked lips of boys too proud to scream. 
Reason will not decide at last: the sword will decide. 



The Cruel Falcon 


Contemplation would make a good life, keep it strict, 
Only the eyes of a desert skull drinking the sun, 

Too intense for flesh, lonely exultations of white bone,- 
Pure action would make a good life, let it he sharp - 
Set between the throat and the knife. 

A man who knows death by heart is the man for that life. 
In pleasant peace and security how suddenly the soul 
In a man begins to die. 

He shall look up above the stalled oxen 
Envying the cruel falcon, 

And dig under the straw for a stone to bruise himself on. 



The Epic Stars 


The heroic stars spending themselves, coining their very flesh 
Into bullets for the lost battle, 

They must hum out at length like used candles , 

And Mother Night will weep in her triumph, taking home her heroes. 
There is the stuff for an epic poem - 

This magnificent raid at the heart of darkness, this lost battle - 
We don't know enough, we'll never know. 

Oh happy Homer, taking the stars and the Gods for granted. 



Song of Quietness 


Drink deep, drink deep of Quietness and on the margins of the sea 
Remember not thine old distress nor all the miseries to be. 

Calmer than mists, and cold as they, 

That fold on fold up the dim valley are rolled, learn thou to he. 

The Past - it was a feverish dream, a drunken slumber full of tears. 
The Future - O what wild wings gleam, 

Wheeled in the van of desperate years! 

Thou lovedst the evening: dawn glimmers,- the night is gone-. - 
What dangers lure thee on, what dreams more fierce? 

But meanwhile, now the east is gray, the hour is pale, 

The cocks yet dumb, be glad before the birth of day, 

Take thy brief rest ere morning come.- 

Here in the beautiful wood all night the sea-mist floods, - 

Thy last of solitudes, thy yearlong home. 



Hooded Night 


At night, toward dawn, all the lights of the shore have died, 

And the wind moves. 

Moves in the dark the sleeping power of the ocean, 

No more beastlike than manlike, 

Not to be compared, itself and itself. 

Its breath blown shoreward huddles the world with a fog. 

No stars dance in heaven, no ship's light glances. 

I see the heavy granite bodies of the rocks of the headland, 

That were ancient here before Egypt had pyramids, 

Bulk on the gray of the sky 

And beyond them the jets of young trees I planted the year of the 
Versailles peace. 

But here is the final unridiculous peace. Before the first man 
Here were the stones, the ocean, the cypresses, 

And the pallid region in the stone-rough dome of fog 
Where the moon falls on the west. 

Here is reality. The other is a spectral episode: after the inquisitive 
Animal's amusements are quiet: 

The dark glory. 



Shine, Republic 


The Quality of these trees, green height. 

Of the sky shining, of water, a clear flow, 

Of the rock, hardness and reticence-. 

Each is noble in its quality. 

The love of freedom has been the quality of western man. 

There is a stubborn torch that flames from Marathon to Concord, 
Its dangerous beauty binding three ages into one time. 

The waves of barbarism and civilization have eclipsed 
But have never quenched it. 

For the Greeks the love of beauty, 

For Rome of ruling, 

For the present age the passionate love of discovery, 

But in one noble passion we are one, 

And Washington, Luther, Tacitus, Aeschylus, 

One kind of man. 

And you, America, that passion made you. 

You were not born to prosperity, 

You were born to love freedom. 

You did not say 'en masse , 1 you said 'Independence .' 

But we cannot have all the luxuries and freedom also. 



Freedom is poor and laborious, 

That torch is not safe but hungry, 

And often requires blood for its fuel. 

You will tame it against it burn too clearly 
You will hood it like a kept hawk, 

You will perch it on the wrist of Caesar. 

But keep the tradition, conserve the forms, the observances, 
Keep the spot sore. 

Be great, carve deep your heel-marks. 

The states of the next age will no doubt remember you, 

And edge their love of freedom with contempt of luxury. 



Shine, Perishing Republic 


While this America settles in the mold of its vulgarity, 

Heavily thickening to empire and protest, 

Only a bubble in the molten mass, pops and sighs out, and the mass 
Hardens, 

I sadly smiling remember that the flower fades to make fruit, 

The fruit rots to make earth. 

Out of the mother, and through the spring exultances, 

Ripeness and decadence,- and home to the mother. 

You making haste haste on decay.- not blameworthy, life is good, 

Be it stubbornly long or suddenly a mortal splendor.- 

Meteors are not needed less than mountains.- 
Shine, perishing republic. 

But for my children, I would have them keep their distance 
From the thickening center. 

Corruption never has been compulsory, 

When the cities lie at the monster's feet there are left the mountains. 

And boys, be in nothing so moderate as in love of man, 

A clever servant, insufferable master. 

There is the trap that catches noblest spirits, 

That caught - they say - God, when he walked on earth. 



November Surf 


Some lucky day each November great waves awake and are drawn 
Like smoking mountains bright from the west and come and 
Cover the cliff with white violent cleanness.- 
Then suddenly the old granite forgets half a year's filth: 

The orange-peel, eggshells, papers, pieces of clothing, 

The clots of dung in corners of the rock, 

And used sheaths that make light love safe in the evenings-. 

All the droppings of the summer idlers washed off in a winter ecstasy: 
I think this cumbered continent envies its cliff then. . . . 

But all seasons the earth, in her childlike prophetic sleep, 

Keeps dreaming of the bath of a storm that prepares up the 
Long coast of the future to scour more than her sea-lines.- 
The cities gone down, the people fewer and the hawks more numerous, 
The rivers mouth to source pure, when the two-footed mammal, 

Being someways one of the nobler animals, 

Regains the dignity of room, the value of rareness. 



Decaying Lambskins 


After all, we also stand on a height. 

Our blood and our culture have passed the flood-marks of any world 
Up to this time. 

Our engineers have nothing to learn from Rome's, Egypt's, China's, 
And could teach them more than ever their myth-makers imagined. 

Our science, however confused, personal and fabulous, 

Can hardly lean low enough, sun-blinded eagle, 

To laugh at the strange astronomies of Babylon, 

Or at Lucretius his childish dreams of origins, or Plato's lunatic swan. 
While as for our means and mastery of warfare, at Sea, on land, 

In the air... 

So boastful? 

Because we are not proud but wearily ashamed of this peak of time. 
What is noble in us, to kindle the imagination of a future age? 

We shall seem a race of cheap Faust's, vulgar magicians. 

What men have we to show them? but inventions and appliances. 

Not men but populations, mass-men, 

Not life but amusements. 

Not health but medicines. 

And the odor.- what is that odor? 

Decaying lambskins.- the Christian ideals that for protection 
And warmth our naked ancestors . . . 

But naturally, after nineteen centuries . . . 



O tAort, vieux capitaine, est-il temps, nous levons I'ancre? 

It is perhaps time, almost time, to let our supreme inventions 
Begin to work. 

The exact intelligent guns can almost wheel themselves into action 
Of their own accord, 

And almost calculate their own trajectories. 

The clever battleships know their objectives, 

The huge bombing-planes and meteor pursuit-planes are all poised for ... 
What? 

Vanity. 

This also is vanity, horrible too, but a Vain dream. 

Our civilization, the worst it can do, cannot yet destroy itself, 

But only deep-wounded drag on for centuries. 



The Trap 


I am not well civilized, really alien here-, trust me not. 

I can understand the guns and the airplanes, 

The other conveniences leave me cold. 

'We must adjust our economics to the new abundance . 1 
Of what? 

Toys: motors, music-boxes, paper, fine clothes, leisure, diversion. 

I honestly believe (but really an alien here-, trust me not] 

Blind war, compared to this kind of life, has nobility, 

Famine has dignity. 

Be happy, adjust your economics to the new abundance , 

One is neither saint nor devil, to wish the intolerable nobler alternative. 



Still The Mind Smiles 


Still the mind smiles at its own rebellions, knowing all the while 

That civilization and the other evils that make humanity ridiculous, 
Remain beautiful in the whole fabric, 

Excesses that balance each other like the paired wings of a flying bird. 
Misery and riches, civilization and sc/ualid savagery, 

Mass war and the odor of unmanly peace.- 
Tragic flourishes above and below the normal of life. 

In order to value this fretful time it is necessary to remember our norm, 
The unaltered passions, the same-colored wings of imagination, 

That the crowd clips, in lonely places new-grown. 

The unchanged lives of herdsmen and mountain farms, 

Where men are few, and few tools, a few weapons, 

And their dawns are beautiful. 

From here for normal one sees both ways, 

And listens to the splendor of God, the exact poet, 

The sonorous Antistrophe of desolation to the strophe multitude. 



The End Of The World 


When I was young in school in Switzerland, 

About the time of the Boer War, 

We used to take it for known that the human race 

Would last the earth out, not dying till the planet died. 

I wrote a schoolboy poem about the last man walking in stoic dignity 
Along the dead shore of the last sea, 

Alone, alone, alone, remembering all his racial past. 

But now I don 1 1 think so. 

They'll die faceless in flocks, and the earth flourish 
Long after mankind is out. 



Subjected Earth 


Walking in the flat Oxfordshire fields where the eye 

Can find no rock to rest on but little flints speckle the soil, 

And the million-berried hedges tingle with birds at evening, 

I saw the sombre November day redden and go down, 

A flight of Lapwings whirled in the hollow of the field, 

And half-tame Pheasants cried from the trees. 

I remembered impatiently how the long bronze mountain of my own coast, 
Where color is no account and pathos ridiculous, the sculpture is all, 
Breaks the arrows of the setting sun 
Over the enormous mounded eyeball of ocean. 

The soft alien twilight worn and weak with too much humanity 
Hooded my mind. 

Poor flourishing earth, meek-smiling slave, 

If sometime the swamps return and the heavy forest, 

Black beech and oak-roots break up the paving of London streets,- 
And only, as long before, on the lifted ridgeways few people 
Shivering by little fires 

Watch the night of the forest cover the land and shiver to hear 
The wild dogs howling where the cities were, 

Would you be glad to be free? 

I think you will never be glad again, so kneaded with human flesh, 

So humbled and changed. 

Here alls down hill and passively goes to the grave, 

Asks only a pinch of pleasure between the darknesses, 



Contented to think that everything has been done 
That's in the scope of the race-. 

So should I also perhaps dream, under the empty angel of this twilight, 
But the great memory of that unhumanited world, 

With all its wave of good and evil to climb yet, 

Its exorbitant power to match, its heartless passion to equal, 

And all its music to make, beats on the grave-mound. 



Bixby's Landing 


They burned lime on the hill and dropped it down here 
In an iron car on a long cable, 

Here the ships warped in and took their loads from the engine, 

The water is deep to the cliff 
The car hangs half way over in the gape of the gorge, 

Stationed like a north star above the peaks of the redwoods, 

Iron perch for the little red hawks when they cease from hovering 
When they've struck prey,- 

The spider's fling of a cable rust-glued to the pulleys. 

The laborers are gone, but what a good multitude is here in return.- 
The rich-lichened rock, the rose-tipped stone-crop, 

The constant ocean's voices, the cloud-lighted space. 

The kilns are cold on the hill but here in the rust of the broken 

Boiler cjuick lizards lighten, and a rattle-snake flows down the cracked 
masonry, over the crumbled fire-brick. 

In the rotting timbers and roofless platforms all the free companies 
Of windy grasses have root and make seed, 

Wild buckwheat blooms in the fat weather-slacked lime from the 
Bursted barrels. 

Two duckhawks darting in the sky of their cliff-hung nest are 
The voice of the headland. 

Wine-hearted solitude, our mother the wilderness, 

Men's failures are often as beautiful as men's triumphs, 

But your returnings are even more precious than your first presence. 



Summer Holiday 


When the sun shouts and people abound one thinks there were 
The ac)es of stone and the age of bronze and the iron age, 

Iron the unstable metal, steel made of iron, unstable as his mother,- 
The towered-up cities will be stains of rust on mounds of plaster. 
Roots will not pierce the heaps for a time, kind rains will cure them, 
Then nothing will remain of the iron age and all these people 
But a thigh-bone or so, 

A poem stuck in the world's thought, 

Splinters of glass in the rubbish dumps, 

A concrete dam far off in the mountain... 



Vulture 


I had walked since dawn and lay down to rest on a bare hillside 
Above the ocean. 

I saw through half-shut eyelids a vulture wheeling high up in heaven, 

And presently it passed again, but lower and nearer, its orbit narrowing, 
I understood then that I was under inspection. 

I lay death-still and heard the flight-feathers whistle above me 
And make their circle and come nearer. 

I could see the naked red head between the great wings hear 
Downward staring. 

I said, 1 My dear bird, we are wasting time here. These old hones 
Will still work ,• they are not for you . 1 

But how beautiful he looked, gliding down on those great sails,- 

How beautiful he looked, veering away in the sea-light over the precipice. 

I tell you solemnly that I was sorry to have disappointed him. 

To be eaten by that beak and become part of him, to share those wings 
And those eyes - 

What a sublime end of one's body, 

What an enskyment. 

What a life after death. 



Fire On The Hills 


The deer were bounding like blown leaves under the smoke 
In front the roaring wave of the brush-fire, 

I thought of the smaller lives that were caught. 

Beauty is not always lovely,- 

The fire was beautiful, the terror of the deer was beautiful, 

And when I returned down the back slopes after the fire had gone by, 
An eagle was perched on the jag of a burnt pine, insolent and gorged, 
Cloaked in the folded storms of his shoulders 
He had come from far off for the good hunting with fire for his beater 
To drive the game,- 

The sky was merciless blue, and the hills merciless black, 

The sombre-feathered great bird sleepily merciless between them. 

I thought, painfully, but the whole mind, 

The destruction that brings an eagle from heaven is better than mercy. 



The Deer Lay Down Their Bones 

I followed the narrow cliffside trail half way up the mountain 
Above the deep river-canyon. 

There was a little cataract crossed the path, flinging itself over 
Tree roots and rocks, 

Shaking the jeweled fern-fronds, bright bubbling water 
Pure from the mountain, hut a had smell came up. 

Wondering at it I clambered down the steep stream some forty feet, 

And found in the midst of bush-oak and laurel, hung like a bird's nest 

On the precipice brink a small hidden clearing, grass and a shallow pool. 

But all about there were hones lying in the grass, 

Clean hones and stinking hones, antlers and hones-. 

I understood that the place was a refuge for wounded deer-, 

There are so many hurt ones escape the hunters and limp away 
To lie hidden,- 

Here they have water for the awful thirst and peace to die in. 

Dense green laurel and grim cliff 

Make sanctuary, and a sweet wind blows upward from the deep gorge. - 
I wish my bones were with theirs. 

But that's a foolish thing to confess, and a little cowardly. 

We know that life is on the whole cfuite equally good and had, 

Mostly gray neutral, and can he endured to the dim end, 

No matter what magic of grass, water and precipice, and pain of wounds, 
Makes death look dear. 



We have been given life and have used it - not a great gift perhaps - 
But in honesty should use it all. 

Mine's empty since my love died - Empty? 

The flamehaired grandchild with great blue eyes that look like hers? - 
What can I do for the child? 

I gate at her and wonder what sort of man in the fall of the world . . . 

I am growing old, that is the trouble. 

My children and little grandchildren will find their way 
And why should I wait ten years yet, having lived sixty-seven, 

Ten years more or less, before I crawl out on a ledge of rock and die 
Snapping, like a wolf who has lost his mate? - 
I am bound by my own thirty-year-old decision.- 
Who drinks the wine should take the dregs. 

Even in the bitter lees and sediment new discovery may lie. 

The deer in that beautiful place lay down their bones-. 

I must wear mine. 



My Burial Place 


I have told you in another poem, whether you've read it or not, 
About a beautiful place the hard-wounded deer go to die in. 
Their hones lie mixed in their little graveyard under leaves 
By a flashing cliff-brook, 

And if they have ghosts they like it, the bones and mixed 
Antlers are well content. 

Now comes for me the time to engage my burial place-. 

Put me in a beautiful place far off from men, 

No cemetery, no necropolis, and for God's sake no columbarium, 
Nor yet no funeral. 

But if the human animal were precious as the cjuick deer 
Or that hunter in the night the lonely puma 
I should he pleased to lie in one grave with 'em. 



Inscription For A Grave Stone 


I am not dead, I have only become inhuman-. 

That is to say, undressed myself of laughable prides and infirmities, 
But not as a man undresses to creep into bed, but like an athlete 
Stripping for the race. 

The delicate ravel of nerves that made me a measurer of certain 
Fictions called good and evil, 

That made me contract with pain and expand with pleasure, 

Fussily adjusted like a little electroscope: that's gone, it is true-, 

(I never miss it, if the universe does, how easily replacedj) 

But all the rest is heightened, widened, set free. 

I admired the beauty while I was human, now I am part of the beauty. 
I wander in the air, being mostly gas and water, and flow in the ocean. 
Touch you and Asia at the same moment, 

Have a hand in the sunrises and the glow of this grass. 

I left the light precipitate of ashes to earth for a love-token. 



No Resurrection 


Friendship, when a friend meant a helping sword, 

Faithfulness, when power and life were its fruits, 

Hatred, when the hated held steel at your throat or had 
Killed your children, 

Were more than metaphors. 

Life and the world were as bright as knives. 

But now, if I should recall my ruins from the grass-roots 
And build my body again in the heavy grave, 

Twist myself naked up through the earth like a strong white worm, 
Tip the great stone, gulp the white air, 

And live once more after long ages in the change of the world: 

I should find the old human affections hollowed. 

Should I need a friend? No one will really stab me from behind, 
The people in the land of the living walk weaponless. 

Should I hate an enemy? The evil-doers are pitiable now. 

Or to whom be faithful? Of whom seek faith? 

Who has eaten of the victor's feast and shared the fugitive silence 
Of beaten men on the mountain-. 

Suffer resurrection to join this midge-dance of gutted and 
Multiplied echoes of life in the latter sun? 

Dead man, be cfuiet. A fool of a merchant, who'd sell good earth 
And grass again to make modern flesh. 



Birds and Fishes 


Every October millions of little fish come along the shore, 

Coasting this granite edge of the continent on their lawful occasions-. 

But what a festival for the sea-fowl. 

What a witches' sahhath of wings hides the dark water. 

The heavy pelicans shout “Haw!" like Job's friend's warhorse 
And dive from the high air, 

The cormorants slip their long black bodies under the water 
And hunt like wolves through the green half-light. 

Screaming, the gulls watch, wild with envy and malice, cursing 
And snatching. 

What hysterical greed! What a filling of pouches! 

The mob hysteria is nearly human - these decent birds! - as if they 
Were finding gold in the street. It is better than gold, it can be eaten 
And which one in all this fury of wild-fowl pities the fish? 

No one certainly. 

Justice and mercy are human dreams, they do not concern the birds 
Nor the fish nor eternal God. 

However - look again before you go. The wings and wild hungers, 

The wave-worn skerries, the bright cjuick minnows 
Living in terror to die in torment - Man's fate and theirs - 
And the island rocks and immense ocean beyond, 

And Lobos darkening above the bay.- They are beautiful? 

That is their Quality-, not mercy, not mind, not goodness, 

But the beauty of God. 



The Purse Seine 


Our sardine fishermen work at night in the dark of the moon, 
Daylight or moonlight they could not tell where to spread the net, 
Unable to see the phosphorescence of the shoals offish. 

They work northward from Monterey coasting Santa Cruz, 

Off New Year's Point or off Pigeon Point the look-out man will 
See some lakes of milk-color light on the sea's night-purple. 

He points, and the helmsman turns the dark prow, the motorboat 
Circles the gleaming shoal and drifts out her seine-net. 

They close the circle and purse the bottom of the net, then with 
Great labor haul it in. 

I cannot tell you how beautiful the scene is, and a little terrible, 

Then, when the crowded fish know they are caught, 

And wildly beat from one wall to the other of their closing destiny 
The phosphorescent water to a pool of flame, 

Each beautiful slender body sheeted with flame, like a live rocket 
A comet's tail wake of clear yellow flame, 

While outside the narrowing floats and cordage of the net great 
Sea-lions come up to watch, sighing in the dark, 

The vast walls of night stand erect to the stars. 

Lately I was looking from a night mountain-top on a wide city, 

The colored splendor, galaxies of light: 

How could I help hut recall the seine-net gathering the luminous fish? 
I cannot tell you how beautiful the city appeared, and a little terrible. 



I thought, we have geared the machines and locked all together 
into inter-dependence-, 

We have built the great cities,- Now there is no escape. 

We have gathered vast populations incapable of free survival, 

Insulated from the strong earth, each person in himself helpless, 

On all dependent. 

The circle is closed, and the net is being hauled in. 

They hardly feel the cords drawing, yet they shine already. 

The inevitable mass-disasters will not come in our time 
Nor in our children 's, 

But we and our children must watch the net draw narrower, 

Government take all powers - 

Or revolution, and the new government take more than all, 

Add to kept bodies kept souls - or anarchy, the mass-disasters. 

These things are Progress,- 

Do you marvel our verse is troubled or frowning, while it keeps its reason? 

Or it lets go, lets the mood flow in the manner of the recent young men 
Into mere hysteria, splintered gleams, crackled laughter. 

But they are quite wrong. There is no reason for amazement: 

Surely one always knew that cultures decay, 

And life's end is death. 



Credo 


My friend from Asia has powers and magic, he plucks a blue leaf 
From the young blue-gum and gazing upon it, 

Gathering and cjuieting the God in his mind, creates an ocean 

More real than the ocean, the salt, the actual appalling presence, 

The power of the waters. 

He believes that nothing is real except as we make it. 

I humbler have found in my blood bred west of Caucasus a 
Harder mysticism. 

Multitude stands in my mind but I think that the ocean in the bone vault 
Is only the bone vault's ocean-, out there is the ocean's. 

The water is the water, the cliff is the rock, come shocks and 
Flashes of reality. 

The mind passes, the eye closes, the spirit is a passage. 

The beauty of things was born before eyes and sufficient to itself, 

The heartbreaking beauty will remain when there is no heart to break for it. 



Pelicans 


Four pelicans went over the house, sculled their worn oars 
Over the courtyard: 

I saw hat ungainliness magnifies the idea of strength. 

A lifting gale of sea-gulls followed them, 

Slim yachts of the element, natural growths of the sky, 

No wonder light wings to leave the sea,- but those grave weights 
Toil, and are powerful, 

And the wings torn with old storms remember the cone that the 
Oldest redwood dropped from, the tilting of continents, 

The dinosaurs day, the lift of new sea-lines. 

The omnisecular spirit keeps the old with the new also. 

Nothing at all has suffered erasure. There is life not of our time. 
He calls ungainly bodies as beautiful as the grace of horses. 

He is weary of nothing, he watches air-planes, 

He watches pelicans. 



Autumn Evening 


Though the little clouds ran southward still, the c/uiet autumnal cool 
Of the late September evening seemed promising rain, 

Rain, the change of the year, the angel of the sad forest. 

A heron flew over with that remote ridiculous cry, “Quawk," 

The cry that seems to make silence more silent. 

A dozen flops of the wing, a drooping glide, at the end of the glide the 
And a dozen flops of the wing. 

I watched him pass on the autumn-colored sky, 

Beyond him Jupiter shone for evening star. 

The sea's voice worked into my mood, 

I thought “No matter what happens to men . . . 

The world's well made though." 



Gale In April 


Intense and terrible beauty, how has our race with the frail naked nerves, 

So little a craft swum down from its far launching ? 

Why now, only because the northwest blows and the headed grass billows, 
Great seas jagging the west and on the granite blanching, 

The vessel is brimmed, this dancing play of the world is too much passion. 

A gale in April so overfilling the spirit, though his ribs were thick 
As the earth's, arches of mountain, 

How shall one dare to live, though his blood were like the earth's rivers 
And his flesh iron, 

How shall one dare to live? One is born strong, 

How do the weak endure it? 

The strong lean upon death as on a rock, 

After eighty years there is shelter and the naked nerves shall he covered 
With deep Quietness, 

O beauty of things go on, go on, O torture of intense joy I have 
Lasted out my time. 

I have thanked God and finished, 

Roots of millennial trees fold me in the darkness, northwest wind 
Shake their tops, not to the root, not to the root, 

I have passed from beauty to the other beauty, peace, the night splendor. 



Mourning The Broken Balance, 

The Hopeless Prostration Of The Earth 

Mourning the broken balance, 

The hopeless prostration of the earth under men's hands and their minds, 
The beautiful places killed like rabbits to make a city, 

The spreading fungus, the slime-threads and spores,- 
My own coast's obscene future.- 

I remember the farther future, and the last man dying without succession 
Under the confident eyes of the stars. 

It was only a moment's accident, the race that plagued us,- 

The world resumes the old lonely immortal splendor,- 

From here I can even perceive that that snuffed candle had something ... 

A fantastic virtue, a faint and unshapely pathos ... 

So death will flatter them at last.- 

What, even the bald ape's by-shot was moderately admirable? 



October Evening 


Male-throated under the shallow sea-fog moaned a ship's horn 
Quivering the shorelong granite. 

Coyotes toward the valley made answer, their little wolf-pads in the 
Dead grass by the stream wet with the young season's first rain, 
Their jagged wail trespassing among the steep stars. 

What stars? Aldebaran under the dove-leash Pleiades. 

I thought, in an hour Orion will he risen, he glad 
For summer is dead and the sky turns over to darkness, 

Good storms, few guests, glad rivers. 



Rain, Hail And Brutal Sun, 
The Plow In The Roots 


Rain, hail and brutal sun, the plow in the roots, 

The pitiless pruning-iron in the branches, strengthen the vines, 

They are all feeding friends or powerless foes until the grapes purple. 

But when you have ripened your berries it is time to begin to perish. 

The world sickens with change, rain becomes poison, the earth is a pit, 

It is time to perish. 

The vines are fey, the very kindness of nature corrupts what her 
Cruelty before strengthened. 

When you stand on the peak of time it is time to begin to perish. 

Reach down the long morbid roots that forget the Plow, 

Discover the depths,- let the long pale tendrils spend all to discover the sky, 
Now nothing is good but only the steel mirrors of discovery ... 

And the beautiful enormous dawns of time, after we perish. 



That Light Blood-Loving Weasel , 

A Tongue Of Yellow 

That light blood-loving weasel, a tongue of yellow fire 
Licking the sides of the gray stones, 

Has a more passionate and more pure heart in the snake-slender 
Flanks than man an imagine, 

But he is betrayed by his own courage, the man who kills him 
Is like a cloud hiding a star 

Then praise the jewel-eyed hawk and the tall blue Heron,- 

The black cormorants that fatten their sea-rock with shining slime,- 

Even that miner of anthills the red shafted woodpecker flying, 

A white star between blood-color wing-clouds, 

Across the glades of the wood and the green lakes of shade. 

These live their felt natures, they know their norm and live it to the brim,- 
They understand life. 

While men molding themselves to the anthill have choked their natures 
Until the souls die in them,- 
They have sold themselves for toys and protection.- 
No, but consider awhile.- what else? Men sold for toys. 

Uneasy and fractional people, having no center but in the eyes 
And mouths that surround them, 

Having no function but to serve and support civilization, 

The enemy of man, 



No wonder they live insanely, and desire with their tongues, progress 
With their eyes, pleasure,- 
With their hearts, death. 

Their ancestors were good hunters, good herdsmen and swordsmen, 
But now the world is turned upside down,- 
The good do evil, the hope's in criminals, 

In vice that dissolves the cities and war to destroy them. 

Through wars and corruptions the house will fall. 

Mourn whom it falls on. 

Be glad: the house is mined, it will fall. 



Passenger Pigeons 


Slowly the passenger pigeons increased, then suddenly their 
Numbers became enormous, 

They would flatten ten miles of forest when they flew down to roost, 

And the cloud of their rising eclipsed the dawns. 

They became too many, they are all dead not one remains. 

And the American bison: their hordes would hide a prairie from 
Horizon to horizon, great heads and storm-cloud shoulders, 

A torrent of life - how many are left ? 

For a time, for a few years, their hones turned the dark prairies white. 

You, Death, you watch for these things. These explosions of life.- 
They are your food. They make your feasts. 

But turn your great rolling eyes away from humanity 

Those grossly craving black eyes. It is true we increase. 

A man from Britain landing in Gaul when Rome had fallen he journeyed 
Fourteen days inland through that beautiful rich land, 

The orchards and rivers and the looted villas-. 

He reports he saw no living man. 

But now we fill the gaps. In spite of wars, famines and pestilences 
We are c/uite suddenly three billion people: 

Our hones, ours too, would make wide prairies white, 

A beautiful snow of unhuried hones-. 

Bones that have twitched and cjuivered in the nights of love, 

Bones that have shaken with laughter and hung slack in sorrow, 

Coward bones worn out with trembling, 



Strong bones broken on the rack, bones broken in battle, 

Broad bones gnarled with hard labor, and the little bones 
Of sweet young children, 

And the white empty skulls, Little carved ivory wine-jugs that used 
To contain passion and thought and love and insane delirium, 
Where now not even worms live 

Respect humanity, Death, these shameless black eyes of yours, 

It is not necessary to take all at once - besides that, 

You cannot do it, we are too powerful, we are men, not pigeons, 

You may take the old, the useless and helpless, the cancer-bitten 

And the tender young, but the human race has still history to make. 
For look - look now at our achievements.- 

We have bridled the cloud-leaper lightning, 

A lion whipped by a man, to carry our messages and work our will, 

We have snatched the thunderbolt out of God's hands. 

Ha? That was little and last year - for now we have taken the 
Primal powers, creation and annihilation; 

We make new elements, such as God never saw, 

We can explode atoms and annul the fragments, nothing left 
But pure energy, we shall use it in peace and war - 
"Very clever ," he answered in his thin piping voice, cruel and a eunuch. 

Roll those idiot black eyes of yours on the field-beats, 

Not on intelligent man, We are not in your order. 

You watched the dinosaurs grow into horror.- 
They had been little elves in the ditches and presently became enormous 
With leaping flanks and tearing teeth, plated with armor, nothing 
could stand against them, nothing but you, death, and they died. 



You watched the saber-tooth timers develop those huge fangs, 

Unnecessary as our sciences, and presently they died. 

You have their hones in the oil-pits and layer rock, you will not have ours. 
With pain and wonder and labor we have bought intelligence. 

We have minds like the tusks of those forgotten timers, 

Hypertrophied and terrible, 

We have counted the stars and half-understood them, 

We have watched the farther galaxies fleeing away from us, 

Wild herds of panic horses - or a trick of distance deceived by the prism - 
We outfly falcons and eagles and meteors, faster than sound, 

Higher than the nourishing air, 

We have enormous privilege, we do not fear you, we have invented 
The jet-plane and the death-bomb and the cross of Christ - 
"Oh ," he said, "surely you'll live forever" - 
Grinning like a skull, covering his mouth with his hand - 
"What could exterminate you?" 



Animula 


The immortality of the soul - God save us from it! 

To live for seventy years is a burden - 

To live eternally poor little soul - 

Not the chief devil could inflict nor endure it. 

Fortunately we are not committed, there is no danger. 

Our consciousness passes into the world's perhaps, 

But that being infinite can endure eternity. 

- Words, theological words - eternal, infinite - we dream too much. 

But the beauty of God is high, clear and visible, 

Hauticlaire like Roland's sword, the cliffs, the ocean, 

The sunset cloud blood-red and smoky amber, 

Strong ocher and faint spring green-. 

But presently come the stars, and we are too small. 

Man's world puffs up his mind, as a toad puffs himself up,- 
The billion light-years cause a serene and wholesome deflation. 



The Shears 


A great dawn - 

Color rose widening petals around her gold eye peers 
Day and night in the window. 

She watches us breakfasting, lighting lamps, reading, 

And the children playing, and the dogs hy the fire, 

She watches earnestly, uncomprehending, 

As we stare into the world of trees and roses uncomprehending, 

There is a great gulf fixed. 

But even while I gaze, and the rose at me, my little flower-greedy 
Daughter-in-law walks with shears, very blond and housewifely 
Through the small garden, and suddenly the rose finds herself 
Rootless in-doors. 

Now she is part of the life she watched. 

- So we-, death comes and plucks us-. 

We become part of the living earth and wind and water whom we loved. 
We are they. 



De Rerum Virtute 


I. 

Here is the skull of a man-, a man's thoughts and emotions have 
Moved under the thin hone vault like clouds under the blue one-. 
Love and desire and pain, thunderclouds of wrath and white gales 
Of fear have hung inside here-. 

And sometimes the curious desire of knowing values and purpose 
And the causes of things has coasted like a little observer air-plane 
Over the images that filled this mind: 

It never discovered much, and now alls empty, a hone bubble, 

A blown-out eggshell. 


II. 

That's what it's like.-for the egg too has a mind, doing what our 
Able chemists will never do, 

Building the body of a hatchling, choosing among the proteins.- 
These for the young wing-muscles, 

These for the great crystalline eyes, 

These for the flighty nerves and brain-. 

Choosing and forming.- a limited but superhuman intelligence, 
Prophetic of the future and aware of the past: 

The hawk's egg will make a hawk, and the serpent's a gliding 
Serpent: But each with a little difference from its ancestors - 
And slowly, if it works, the race forms a new race-. 

That also is a part of the plan within the egg. 

I believe the first living cell had echoes of the future in it, 

And felt direction and the great animals, the deep green forest and 



Whale's-track sea ; 

I believe this globed earth not all hy chance and fortune brings 
Forth her broods, hut feels and chooses. 

And the Galaxy thefirewheel on which we are pinned, 

The whirlwind of stars in which our sun is one dust-grain, 
One electron, this giant atom of the universe is not blind force, 
But fulfils its life and intends its courses. 

"All things are full of God. Winter and summer, day and night, 
War and peace are God." 


III. 

Thus the thing stands,- the labor and the games go on - What for? 

What for? - Am I a God that I should know? 

Men live in peace and happiness,- men live in horror and die howling. 

Do you think the blithe sun is ignorant that black waste and beggarly 
Blindness trail him like hounds, and will have him at last? 

He will he strangled among his dead satellites, remembering magnificence. 

IV. 

I stand on the cliff at Sovranes creek-mouth. 

Westward beyond the raging water and the bent shoulder of the world 
The bitter futile war in Korea proceeds, like an idiot prophesying. 

It is too hot in mind for anyone, except God perhaps, to see beauty in it. 
Indeed it is hard to see beauty in any of the acts of man-. 

But that means the acts of a sick microbe on a satellite of a dust-grain 
Twirled in a whirlwind in the world of stars . . . 

Something perhaps may come of him,- in any event he can't last long. 

- Well I am short of patience since my wife died . . . 



And this era of spite and hate-filled half-worlds gets to the hone. 

I believe that man too is beautiful, but it is hard to see, 

And wrapped up in falsehoods. 

Michael Angelo and the Greek sculptors - how they flattered the race! 
Homer and Shakespeare - how they flattered the race! 

V. 

One light is left us-, the beauty of things, not men, 

The immense beauty of the world, not the human world. 

Look - and without imagination, desire nor dream - directly 
At the mountains and sea. 

Are they not beautiful? 

These plunging promontories and flame-shaped peaks 
Stopping the sombre stupendous glory, the storm-fed ocean? 

Look at the Lohos rocks off the shore, with foam flying at their flanks, 
And the long sea-lions couching on them. 

Look at the gulls on the cliff wind, 

And the soaring hawk under the cloud-stream - 

But in the sage-brush desert, all one sun-stricken color of dust, 

Or in the reeking tropical rain-forest, 

Or in the intolerant north and high thrones of ice - 

Is the earth not beautiful? nor the great skies over the earth? 

The beauty of things means virtue and value in them. 

It is in the beholder's eye, not the world? Certainly. 

It is the human mind's translation of the transhuman intrinsic glory. 
It means that the world is sound, whatever the sick microbe does. 

But he too is part of it. 




This man is a poet of extremity. Of sacrifice, of violence and of joy. 
And he's a man who believes in strength through joy . 11 
Jonathan Bowden. 








